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STUART DAWSON'S EEYELATION. ! such a flourish of trumpets, which was to
reform so many abuses and create a little
millennium in the world of railroads and
shippers, wilL before very long, be amended
nntil it is unrecognizable or will be re-
pealed altogether.

HUMOR OF THE DAT.

That Explained It.
Uf.

At the New York Hospital. Surgeon
What brought yon to this dreadful condi-
tion! Were you run over by a street-car- ?

Fatient "o, sir, 1 fainted and was
brought to by a member of the Society of
First Aid to the Injured.

Does the Office lioy Acknowledge One?
Judge. . .

"Can't yon make better time than this!''
asked a merchant of an office boy who had
consumed too mnch time on an errand.

"My dear sir," replied the boy, who was
from Boston, "I do not make time at all. I
merely use that provided by a higher
power."

The Reason.
Llpplncott's Magazine.

First Flea You look all worn out
What's the matter!

Second Flea Been on a tramp for about
six months.

First Flea Stopped from exhaustion, I
presume?

Second Flea No. Tramp died.

Fretty far Gone.
Fuck.

Deagan (who has swallowed a fish-bon- e)

How-ow-how-wo- w!

Mrs. Deacran How d yez feel, Patty!
Deagan Did Tim run fer theambylanch!
Mrs. Deacan He did.
Deagan Lave hiuv conntymand it an

orther a hear-r-rs- e. Thot's how Oi feel!
t

The Secret in Fainting.
Texas Siftinars.

Mrs. Artless Good morning, Mr. Palette.
I've but a moment to spare; can you tell me
brietly the secret of your art!

Artist Palette Certainly, madame. Yen
have onb' to select the right colors and put
tbem on tho rittht spot.

Mrs. Artless Oh, I see. Thank you, very
much.

Ilnhing the Free Delivery.
ruck. .

Mr. Green Gage (of Pium Creek, stopping
letter carrier) llcv ye got any letters for
nieP

1 Carrier But I don't know you, 6ir."
Mr. Green Gage S'pose not; I only come

to taown yesterday. But look through
your bag: I ain't got time to go to the post-ofli- ce

to-da- y. -

Lo&t 1 ollteness.
Pock.

Mrs. De Ruy ter My dear, here is a printed
note with your contributions returned by
the Highto'ne Macazine. It says: The re-
jection of an article does not necessarily
imply lack of merit, 11

Mr. W. M. Thackeray de Ruyter (scorn-
fully) Huh! Anybody might know that
from the stuff they print,

A Good Example.
Lippincott's Magazine.

Indignant Servant (complaining to mis-
tress) Th' haythen kissed me.

Mistress How dare you do such a thing,
John!

John Master he say, John, yon try make
good man allee same white man. Yon do
allee same like me.' Me do allee same like
master; Ilisb girl kickee.

As It Struck Willie.
Philadelphia Inquirer. '

; . ,

Willie (coming homo from church) Papa,
tbev hadn't learned how to pray very well
in Bible times, had they!

Papa 1 suppose, my son, people could
prav then as well as they do now.

Willie (positively) iso, they couldn't.
The Lord's Prayer is only a minnte long
and our minister can pray for a quarter of
an hour. . .

SPUING FA SU IONS.

Lace and net toques andcactnslace-stra- w

toques in nearly llat shapes are sent over
both from Paris and London, and aro
trimmed with soft rosettes of Comete rib-
bon.

A black lace dress is now considered of
as much importance as a blac t wool gown.
La Mode approves guipure; Kussian or
iiaher's net,r and the Freuch lace, which is
the dressiest of these varieties and always
in good taste. ' "

Accompanying elegant spring costumes of
silk or line wool are. pretty shoulder capes
of velvet in plain colors of moss green,
terra cotta, Marqub.e browi , mahogany
and black, that will bo in use all summer
when a slight wrap is needed, Theso aro
lined with shot silk, and aro wholly un-trimm- ed.

A very strong effort is being made to
bring into vogue the broad-ribbo- n tie, but
so far without success. The reasons for
this aro found, so say the milliners, in the
fact that broad ribbons are dillicuit tot tie,
soon show signs of wear and are at beat
decidedly prim looking.

Tho frou-fro- u black nets, with ribbons
drawn through the meshes, make stylish
toques aud turbans, trimmed with merely
a cluster of roses, violets or pale-yello- w

jonquils, in very light, open designs, and
are given more character by a twist of vel-
vet passiug along the edge next the hair.

The artistic and very fashionable medias-v- al

tea-gow- ns with cuirass bodices aud full
skirts are charmingly made of tho new
llower-brocade- d China silks and tho rare-tinte- d,

small-patterne- d Pompadour satius.
Antique sleeves and berthas of every style
and variety are added to theso gowns with
unique effect.

India silks aro a world in themselves aud
remain for the most part in conservative
Horal patterns, while being especial expo-
nents of new colors. Japanese wash silks
are in much demand and in half-inc-h

stripes of delicate alternating colors, are
delightfully soft in texture and in every
way adapted to feminine wear in warm
weather.

Jerseys of every description give promise
of again being more popular than they
have proved in several seasons past. The
white stockinette jerseys are hner and
more flexible than ever, and in manv in-
stances are richly trimmed with gold or
silver passementerie, diagonal folds of soft
white silk and white silk cord galloon, or
costly Persian bands in shaded-- silks, and
gold, bronze, and silver threads.

The figured linen batisto and cambric
shirt-wais- ts affected in neglige dress last
summer have appeared again at all fash-ionab- lo

furnishiug houses, and are prettier
than ever, both in share and material.
Brier-stitchin- g is still nsed as a dainty fin-
ish to the pleats, collar and cuds. A Sub-
stitute for theso for the chilly days that al-
ways appear at the seaside and mountain
resort, even in midsummer, is the blouse
of summer flannel, in old rose, russet. Hu-
man red. cream white, and also of tennis
cloth, in stripes, checks, and fine geomet-
rical patterns.

Hound waists, accompanying evening
dressers, just received from Paris, aro
wholly bias at the sides under the arms,
with oue very deep dart, a number of soft
surplice folds draping the corsage front,
those of some diphanous textnre. with sim-
ilar folds, forming a dainty arching puff on
the shoulders. There aro also paluted
bodices of China silk, figured with beauti-
ful Watteau designs, theso iu exquisite
evening tints, made with 6hort sleeves,
with intricate ribbon trimming arranged
diagonally across the waist lionts, with
love-kno- ts on the shoulders.

What did it all mean? Did- - he love this
girl? His heart throbbed quickly at the
thought. He stood still a minute, and
wanted to go back and tell her that ho did.
Then, by an ellort he walked on.

He roasoned with himself. This after-
noon he had not thought of her; he had for-
gotten her. Conld a nian learn to love a
woman in an hour? Had he loved her all
the time, long before this trouble camo to
him that hnng like a great curtain over his
past life? Was it that ho was eo lonely, so
forlorn and miserable, and that her sym-
pathy had been the first .thing that had
glided into his life, like a sunbeam into a
cell, to share his sorrow with him?

What did it matter! What did he care?
It was unreasonable, . inexplicable, absurd
perhaps, but he loved her loved her with
all his heart. Then he thought Of his
tarnished name and hnmbltd life, and
knew that these were what ht must bring
to ber. But immediately his Luart gave a
great bound, as he remembered that it was
aftershe knew all this that she had asked
him to come to ber again; -

He thought of her sweet face with the
crimson liood rushing over it. Oh. it did
not matter how sudden or unexpected it
was, it would not have mattered if he had
never seen her at all before, she belonged
to him, and he should claim herl

The last thing he saw before he went to
sleep that night was a white hand against
a black dress a hand that seemed to
charm, to hypnotize him, so that he was
unconscious of anything else.

. He went to see her the next night, and
the next, and the next. ' She did not seem
astonished at the suddenness of his passion.
It seemed to them both as natural as the
blossoming of a rose. ' She lgave him her
love, frankly and gladly. 'He was so hapny
that it did not seem possible be could be
the same man who had staggered only a
few day.i before under bis weightof trouble.
It was not like , the same world either.
"All the past things were past and over!"
His father was nothing to him now, bis
promised wife everything. He could not
tell his mother about it all. He shut ber
out of his paradise. It ' was too
pure and sweet a place for ono
whose life was sullied1 with eo ranch
deceit. He pitied -- hr. he loved
her, but they were forever separated.

He went one night with Nora to the
theatre. The play was one of common type,
where the heorine is made to believe that
her lover is unfaithful, and rashly marries
another man.

They talked about it a little after they
came home, and he asked her hypothetical
questions, and reveled- - in her answers,
which told him in a dozen different ways
how much she loved him. .

"What would you. do, he said, "if you
should hear from tho most credible witness
that I was faithless and unworthy of you?"

She looked at him a moment, her eyes
shining with love and trnst.

"Stuart," she said, "if tho whole world
should call you guilty, I would not believe

Something passed through bis heart as
quick and keen as a sabre stroke. Where
had he heard thoae words before? They
were his mother's words, and it was of his
father that she spoke! All the deceit, the
obstinacy, the . hardness of his mother
seemed transformed, and ho saw it as it
truly was, only the same great love which
tho woman benido him gave to him.

He had his arms around her, bnt he took
tbem away. -

"I must go to my mother, Nora," he said.
"I have been cruel to her, I havo tortured
her. I did not understand.'

His face had a rupttranRfigured look, as
of one who sees a vision or libtens to a holy

' 'revelation. ..-
- !

She did not try to detain him. She was
awe-sfruc- k by his terrible earnestness.

He bent over her and kissed her.
"I thin U God has let good women love us

in this world." he said reverently, "to teach
us about Him."

He weut out in an agony of remorse.
This love which hnd come to him and made
a new heaven and a new earth for him
this love, the most, blessed, holy thing in
life, was tho same love that his mother haj
given to his father all these vears, and for
which be had blamed and almost despisod
her. ,

It seemed as if ho could not get to her
fast enough.

He burst Into the room where she wassitting, sad and alone, as .she had been so
much of late.

He went up to her and took, her in bis
arms. ":

"Mother, oh. mother!7 tie cried, "forgive
me! I did not know! You have been right
always. Your lovo and; trust havo been
pure .and beautifuL, .Oiu-mothe- r. forgive
ii) !''- - .t v

A wonderful look of happiness came into
her delicate face. She i)Uther head upon
his shoulder.

"Dear Stuart!" she said softly.
He kissed her faded cheek.
"Oh, mother," he said, brokenly, "I have

been blind cruel wicked! I did not know
uutil another woman showed me. You
have loved hira in the trne, bolv way that
she loves me, and if I shoold ever have achild, I should ask for no 'greater blessing
than that she should teach him, as you
taught me." . ' ,:

They wero silent for a few 'minhtes. andhe held her closely t j htm. They Seemed to
forgive and underetand'each pother with-
out the uetd of many words.-The- n sho
said, timidly but firmly; , v w,; 'r

"And. Stuart, do you do yon believe in
him now?" :..

Poor little woman! She'cdnld not accept
reconciliation with her onlv eon at theprice of disloyalty to his fatherl

He hesitated only a minuto.' " '
"Yes, mother," he said,1 "I believe he wasa truet honest man. He could not have been

anything else, loved with Tsuch a love."
She smiles with the contented smile ofone who rests at last :!'
"Stuart" she said softly, "a letter cam?for you to-nigh- t. It is in your room. It is

from that bank. I am glad you said thatbefore you opened it." 5

He went to get bis letter. When he came
back be was very quiet with the intensequiet of a terribly-excite- d Person.

"Mother," he cried, in a narsh unnaturalvoice, "he did not take it!1 They have beeninvestigating tho old books and he was
wronned, mother, cruelly wronged! The
old omcers are most of them dead now, but
I think they took some money fraudulently.
Some oue else was guilty, not mv father,
and we will uneatth it all. We will sift itto the bottom. His name shall be cleared,
be was innocent, mother, innocentl Aren'tyou happy now?"

"Yes, stnart," he answered calmly, "butyou see I. knew it all the time!"
He looked at her in silence, dnmb before

the miracle of such love, and then he re-
membered that just such - love was bis anda great flood of thankfulness rushed over
his soul.

Bessie Chandler, in the Homo-Make- r.

Written for the Sunday Jouruaj.
LoulAvllle.

Marrh 27, 1800.1 -
.

Day slnmbered.and the storm-doc- s all were tied.
Fast by their kennels in the fadmg West,
Pave one, the Bwiltent and the avaget.

A dreadful brute, red-fonge- d and nerj-eye- d,

Who slipped his slackened lbosh and bounded
wide,

Deep-bajingdow-n the dusk. with fhargy breast,
Precipitate, and pantinir. and poeseaVd

Of terrors, which the darkneoa multiplied.
God! that wirae Jiruxton, riiiifc-i- n his might,

Had choked the nioneter'g 11 out, ere his mouth
Had tei lt tetb upon the helpless South,

And wroucht the havoe of that feexfal nlbt
O Death, how mnltlforoi! O Life, how frail!
How filmy, O Mortality, thy veil!

James Newton Matthews.
March 29.

Jost Asked Oat of Curiosity.
Detroit Tree Vres.

An ex-capta- in of volunteers was enter-
taining a few friends in an office on Lamed
street with some of his army adventnres,
when a new arrival listened for a moment
and then interrupted with

'Excuse me. Captain, but how Is it when
a man is in battler"

MHow do you mean?"
4Does he have time to think of outside

matters?" (

"Well, hardly."
"Just has bis mind occupied by what is

going on around him?" .
Yes."

"Was that the way with you?"
"I suppose so."
'For instance, while yon were fighting at

Gettysburg you didn't let. j our mind wan-
der back to me, did yon?"

"No, sir."
Exactly all right I didn't snppose yon

did. You went away owing mo 510. von
know, and I didn't know but it bothe'red
you. All right-- all right it's outlawed
now and I shan't ask for it Go on. Cap-
tain, and tell em how you won glovy and
renown and didn't think of mo."

READING FOR SUNDAY.

In the Breaking or the Day.
In the gray of Easter even.

When iho light begins to fade,
Fly two angels out of Leaven,

Yelied tn vesper shade.
And they watch by those that sleep,

As they watched Immanuel s reot,
Aud they comfort all who weep.

As they soothed fad Mary's breast.
. Pott they whisker through tho night

"Wait until the morning licht!
From your sorrow look away
To the breaking of the day:"

In tDe Easter dawn victorious.
When the stars in rose-lich- t fade.

Else those angels, plumed and glorious,
Like the sun arrayed.

And they pather up the flowers
From tho purple plains of morning,

Far and wide in bloomy showers,
tiraves of midnight woe adorning

Faying, singing. "Christ Is risen!
Watch no more the open prison;

lie bas led your loved away
In the breaking of the day!"
Frances L. Mace, in Harper's Magazine.

International Sunday - School Lesson for
April 13, 1800.

STUDIES IN LUKE.
The Widow of JfAiN Luke vil, 11-1- 8.

Golden Text They glorified God, saying that
a great prophet is risen Up among us. Luke
vihltf.

"WHAT TIIE LESSON TEACHES.
New York Independent.

It is not to be disputed that the faith of
the world in the divinity of Christ rests
mainly on his own resurrection from the
dead, and confirmatively on bis power to
raise dead people. In this supreme case tho
physician that could heal others ' was
able to heal himself. But merely to raise
one from the dead is not a proof of divinity.
If what Luke tells us iu the book of Acts is
true, Peter had a like power; and it is an
open question whotherP-iu- l did not perform
the bauie .miracle on the youth that fell
asleep and out of the wiudow uuder his own

reaching a custom, by tho way, which
E is apostolic successors nave studiously ig-
nored. But Christ raised three from the
dead, in order that no doubt be cast upon
his superhuman power. It is not too pre-poster- ou

sa position to take that it is a suf-
ficient proof of bonio quality higher than
human for one person to raise three dead
people nnto life. If Christ had not risen,
after his death, we should still call bim di-
vine, on the strength of his incomparable
life and his extra-natur- al achievements.

But where is the moral of this miracle?
Where is the faithf Where is there even
an element receptive of the Christf Kono
at all that Luke thought lit to bring out.
An overwhelming desire for life was doubt-
less shared by tho young man at his death,
and by the mother as she walked before
the covered body. This miracle, together
with many other acts of Christ, proves that
the faith that is dynamic is suOicient.
There is no arbitrary necessity of making a
noise over it. The deepest trust does not
show in violent gestures or in hysterical
words, but in a quiet, well-ordere- d life.
The grief and longing of the mother, ex-
pressed only by the bowed head and in-
audible sobs, were sufficient to arruet the
Christ, that he might arouse the boy to life.

Note the extreme simplicity of tho biblical
narrative. Two verses are enough to tell
of this miracle; yet there are culy tive like
it in the Bible. The narrators gave the
blasted lig-tre- e a greater importance. Is it
presumptuous to Miruiise that Christ raised
from the dead many others of whom no ac-
count is given! The act of healing became
too common to excite particular comment.
Even to give life to inanimate clay was not
the greatest work in a life of ln'racles. Ac-

cept the smallest of Christ's miracles! Hold
fast, to stern logic and a million more
marvels, ditierent only in degree, need not
stagger the intellect.

Christ's word comes to each "Arise."
Wake your energies. To live is to act.
Tho most highly-develope- d being is the
honest follower of the noblest example.
Man is creative in all planc3 but the
spiritual. Here be needs a guide.
Christ comes to supply the chasm in hu-
man hopes. But the chasm has become the
mountain of effort. The heights are the
victories over the sins of intellect and of
the Jieb. The glistening peaks of purity
are not beyond our horizon. The road is
slippery but passable. Therefore Christ
still says "Arise.'

Poor John! Ono cf the noblest and most
pathetic figures in history is the imprisoned
Baptist. There are thousands of incarcer-
ated beings who cannot seo the Christian
pdvance with their.own eyes or to help it
with their own hands. Their case seems
hopeless and their life vain. B'tt the cheers
from along the line roach to the chambers
of the sick, and amid the severest suffering
the joy of triumphant victory is born.

'. of General Interest,
The Salvation Array reports over seventy

thousand penitents at its altars in the
United Kingdom within four months.

The seventh annual report of the
Woman's Home Missionary Society in con-
nection with and read at the recent Phila-
delphia conference showed that there are

member.
The truetees of the Lucknow Christian

College have been informed by He r. Dr. IJ.
W. Thomas that an aged Christian gentle-
man has proposed to give an annuity of sev-
enteen thousand dollars for the erection of
necessary buildings.

The number of communicants in 1889 in
the Presbyterian Church in America wes
753,000, and their contributions 812.903,000.
an average of 17 for each communicant.
The figures for the Congregationalisms were
473,000, and ST.COO.OOO, an average of 816, and
for the Episcopalians, 480,000 communi-
cants, S11.5C0.000 in contributions, and an
average of $24. -

! Secretary Arnold, of. tho British brAnch
of the Evangelical . Alliance, announces
that the next Ecumenical Conference of
the Alliance will he held in the city of
Florence. Italy, in April, 18U1." He says
that for several years past it has been in
contemplation to hold one international
conference in Italy, bnt the way has not
been open nntil the present.

The Catholic pooulation of the United
States is estimated at 8,'JT7.230. There are

Catholic priests. 7.523 churches, 3,503
chapels. S3 seminaries with 2.1S3 students,
102colleges.CS. academies, 553 charitable
institutions, o,194 parochial schools with

3,2oS pupils, 13 archbishops, 73 bishops. 13
archdioceses, Co dioceses. 5 vicariates-apos-toli- c

and 1 prefecture-apostoli- c.

The principle on which many of our
church fairs seem to be managed is carried
out to a creater degree in Kussia. E. B.
Lanin writes in the Fortnightly Review;
In order to get together the refreshments

which constitute an essential element of
the feast of Knzminki iu honor of Saint
Cosmus and Damiau, all the unmarried
girls of the place rob and steal, without ex-
ception, and not only do they steal from
their parents and relations, but they ex-
tend the operation to perfect strangers,
whose money, fowls and movable property
generally, they seize upon wUh that con-
tempt of consequence which be tits apostles
of a religious cause. The. lads also steal,
giving the booty to the girls. They have
no hesitation about using yiolence to all
who resist.'' "

Thoughts for the Day.
The great secret of success in life is to be

ready when your opportunity comes. Bea-conshel- d.

It must ever remain a fact of profound
significance that one of Christ's closest
friends, Thomas, was ft

Drumraond.
In doing good we are gererally cold, and

languid, and sluggish, and of all things
afraid of being too much in the right. But
the works of malice and injustice are quite
in another style. They are hnfsbed iu a
bold, masterly "hand; tonched, es they are
with the spirit of those vehement passions
that call forth all our energies, whenever
we oppress and persecute. Burke.

Pay of glory, day of power,
Sacred be thine every hour;
Kualtlem, esirnest, of the rest
That runalncth for the blest.

Hanoa F. Oonld.

Thou fehalt reap of that thou so west, though thy
erain he small and bare;

God faU clothe it as lie pleases, for the harvest
fall and fair.

Trances KidJey HarerfaL

Believe and tniL Through utars and suns.
Through lire and death, through soul and sense,

His wise, paternal purpose runs;
The darkness of His providence .

Is star-h-t with benign Latent.
O Joy snpreme! I know tie voice,

Like none belde on earth ana sea;
Yea, More, O rouI of mine, rejoice;

Br all that He requires of me

OUT OF Till: OKDISARY.

A collection of postage stamps belonging
to one of the KotbsehUds was recei.lly sold.
forfcCO.Ona.

About 1,500 difltreut kinds of dream-boo- ks

are in tbo market, aud all of them,
find buyers.

A biuzard with a bc!l fanned nronnd its
neck has been flopping aroaud in the neigh-
borhood of Cedar Creek, Ga.

Dunngberlasttripthe Allan lice steamer
Polvnesian was obliged to use sugar for
fuel, the supply of coal having given oat.

An exhibition of 1.000 different sorts of
horseshoes, including wine made by tho
ancient Konians. is now going on in Loudon.

The biggest school boy In llhod Island U
believed to be William Davis, of tterly.
who is thirteen years old, aud weigls Jb.
pounds.

Tho aggregate weight of the family of.
Isaac Oloer. of liowman. Ca.. consisting f.
himself, wife and four children, is
pounds.

The Gainesville (Ha.) Furniture Com-pa- ny

has just completed n table composed
of one thousand pieces of wood of ditlerenfc
kinds and colors.

A father and son of Willi am sport. Pa.,,
have walked bl.000 miles together. lhcF,
are nmbrrlla-mendcr- s, and havo traveled.
all over the State.

A prisoner in the Albany penitentiary,
whose term is about to expire, has asked
permission to remain for a year and care
for the llower-bed- s.

An observing Georgia man claims
4 that

the crow digs a bole and buries in it tbo
corn which it secures in tho field, holding
the supplj' until necessity compels its use.

There is a Guinea rooster. ut New Martins-
ville, W. Va., that objects to red-heart- ed

people who look at him. and herceiy at-

tacks all red-heade- d children who come
near him. -

W. D.Savi, an Indian government official,
captured forty-seve- n el-pha- nts in one iri ve
at Chirauglri, iu the Garo Hills, an ! eb. 4.
They made his total catch for two months
nearly 100.

While plowing in a field in Georgfa a nest
ofhornets was unearthed by the plow.
They immediately pounced upon the ani-
mal aud stung him to death before he fouid.
bo removed. ,

A man, with a penchant for statistics has
computed that more than four million
miles of blood pass through the veins of u
ordinary human being during a lifetime ot
6oventy years.

A citizen of Lexington, Ga., who sired-t-o
buy a pistol for another man. but badu t.

the cash to pav for it, went to a dealer ana.
purchased half a ton of guano on credit ana.
swapped it for the pistol.

Capt. J. M. Johnson, of Macon. Gal, owns
a large plantation on the line of the Amer-lcu-s,

Preston A. Lumpkin railway, in o0tb-we- st

Georgia, whirh he is stocking with,
partridges brought from Connecticut.

At a recent ball in Loudon tho electric
light was arranged to vary in color, being:
alternately red. blue, green and yellow-Th- e

ladies didn't like it. as it mined in al-

ternation the effect of all their costumes.
A postal-car- d was recently delivered in

England fifteen years after it had been
posted, having been found at the bottom or
a letter-box- , where it had doubtless Jain,
unnoticed ever since it was first dropped in.

A rat which attacked a brood of chick-
ens at Poltstown, Pa., was killed by the
ben. und after the battle the barn-yar- d

rooster, who had viewed the battle from a
eafe perch on the fence, celebrated tn
victory by crowing lustib'.

The porter at the Union Depot at Alch
ison, Kan., picks up fifty cents', worth of
whisky flasks about the waiting-roo- m

every week, which he sells at a drug etoro
for a cent apiece. He frequently rues
across the same bottle as oltcn as half a
dozen times a week.

Pleasantville. N. J., has a' citizen wit It
twenty-tiv- e liners and toes, home or thera
had to bo cut off because they restricted his.
freedom of action. The freak in tbistttso.
appears to bo a family one, his father ana
his brothers aud sisters having had seven,
toes on each of their left feet.

A Macon, Ga., man has a knife which has
been in his possession for years and yuars.
On the blade is stamped the date 17CO. Lnos
Furness, one of the oldest knife tnauuMc-tnrer- s

rn England, was the maker, "lrt spito
of its 1C0 years the knife is yet good for an-

other twe'ntv years of usefulness.
During a foot-ba- ll garao at Peeblenhire.

Scotland, a short time since, two of the
plavers collided with such force that . one,
of them, a youth of twenty, named Williata
Ferrier, who was struck in the stomach,
dropped insensible, and died a few hour
later from concussion of the brain.

It is a curious fact that the Curraph of
Kildare. which is a common iust ouUide of
the village, is the only piece of real estate
in Ireland for which no rent is paid. It is
uped by all the residents of tne locality aa
a feeding ground tor cattle and goata.

Job liiggs, the mail-earn- er on the Camp- -
bell, N. C. route, delivers hia mail to the
offices an foot, walking twentv-fou- r mile

miles the next day.one day and thirty -- one
During a year b btepe over b.4o4 miles. and
at this rate would cover the circuit of tho
globe in three years, exclusive of Sundays .

A Knoxville barber shaved a man recent-
ly who resides in the JSmoLy mountains,
and whose beard had been growing since
the battle of Chickamanga. The mau.whoso
name is Harmer. was in the confederate
army, and shaved the day before the bat-
tle, and had not shaved since. He uad bo
had got tired of wearing 6o much hair and
wanted it removed- - . :

Evan Adams, of Pleasantville. N. J.. wbo
has had l2o housekeepers since tho death of
his wifo. about seven years aco, was driven
the other day to the roof of bis house by
his last housekeeper, who. armed with an
ax, had demanded her wages and a letter
which 6he claimed ho bad intercepted. She.
recovered her letter, but was compelled to
leavo without her wages.

In the Drea-tn- g of the Day. .

In tho gray of Easter even.
When the licht berin to fade,

Fly two ang-- l out of heaven.
Yelled in veper shadd.

Ana they watch by those that sleep.
An they watched Immanuel's rvat.

And they coinrort all who weep.
As they soothed ad Marv' breast.

Port they whisj er through the night,
'Walt until tho ruorulng llphtl

From your nrrow lok awav
To the breaking of the day."

In the Easter dawn victorious,
When the itar Iu roe-llg-ht fair.

El!e those angels, plumed and glorious,
Lite the nun arrajed.

And thev gather up the flowers
Froin the purple plains of morning.

Far and wide In bloomy shower.
Graves of inianicht woe adorning

Paying, singing. --Christ Is rien!
Watch no more the oien prifcon;
lie has led your loved away
la tie breaking of the day!" . .

Frances L. Mace. In Harper's Mftcazl-- a.

AVhy, Grant Choe Sheridan.
"Washington Tost.

At Culpepper C. II.. Vs., in lfifci. Generat
Grant one dav entered the adjutant' of-

lice, Lieutenant-colontl- T. 8. Uowers tilling
thai position on his statr. and Hngadier-gener- al

John A. Rawlins, bis chief -o-f-staff.

being present, and said: "Colon! Iiov.ers.
if you were going to select a commander
for the cavalrv arm of the Potomac army
who would be the man!'' The Colonel mod-

estly replied that, knowing Kilpatrirkto b
bravery and dash,a man of nnquestioned

he would choose him. Grant then tnrnedL
to General Kawlins and reonested. his
choice. Kawlins replied: "We have
tried General CrooK m many posi-

tions, and have always fouud him
the man for the emergency and the
placo. and he is a cavalry olhcer of much
prudence; he would be my choice Grant
smoked silently, and apparently uncon-
cerned for a few momenta, and thn re-

plied, substantially:. Colonel. I nm pleaded
with your friendship for hi Patrick, and
have no doubt as to his ability, bir. brav-
ery, and bis dash as a cavalry commander,
but be is not the man for the emergency
that now confronts us." 1 hen. turnm to
General Kawlins, whom he always ad-

dressed familiarly as John, said: John,
everything yon bay of Crook is true. lie is
a brave, cautious and trustworthy oHt.
and might, perhaps, till the position a!rnir-abl- v.

but I have nelectwl man who, I
think, combines all the dash of Kll pat rick
and all the prudence of Crook iu one, and
that man is Phil Sheridan.'

. ..
It WorktU ttt-H- .

KtnusCityJonruaL
The AnMralian eyatem of voting wraa in-

augurated in tho Mate of Miffouri Yester-
day. There may be home other caue for
the change, but it ia igniint coinci-
dence that with that sytem otn s sweep-
ing Republican gains in evciy part of thf

"what yon have done? You have brought
me no to believe in things that wero never
true. All my life has been founded on
what was false. I have lost my father
over again, or rather 1 never had a. father.
I have lost my faith in you. I am ashamed
among men, my father's Dame "

"Stuart!" ehe interrupted, "I will not
listen to yoa! Yon are wv boy, my own,
my one baby, but do you think I can let
even you raise your voice against him! I
have never deceived yon, never! Every
word that I have told you about your
father was true. There was nothing in his
life to be ashamed of. or in mine cither;
nntil to-da-y, when his son, bis only son,
doubts him. insults bis memory and tram-
ples on his name!"

She stopped; she was trembling all over.
He looked at her hopelessly. Would

they never come any nearer together than
this! Then a great feeling of pity for her
came over him; pity for her anguish and
for her wasted lovo and loyalty.

He put his hand on her shoulder.
"Poor little mother," be said, "we will

never speak of it again. Promise me never
to mention my father's name again, and we
will let it all pass."

But she did not yield to his touch. She
was rigid and impassive.

"Not mention his name!" she cried. "Why
should 1 promise you such a thing as that?
It is as though I acknowledged that there
was something shamelui about it. I will
not promise!"

He took his hand from her shoulder and
looked at her. Then, after quite a long time,
in which neither of them spoke, he left the
room.

He stopped irresolutely at the door, and
said, "Goodnight," without turning.

"Good night," she answered quietly, but
her heart beat fast He had never left her
like this before.

She heard tho hall door slam.
"Stuart! Stuart!" she screamed, "come

back: don't leave me so!"
But he did not hear her. He had gone

out.
She sat for a long time where he had left

her, crying quietly. Then she rose, put
out the light, and went up stairs. Her pil-
low was wet that night, and as she buried
her face in it, she said half to herself, and
half to that dead husband, whom she had
never for one hour forgotten:

"Do not mind him, darling. He did not
know. 1 know and I love you always."

Stuart Dawson realized in the hard days
which followed this talk with his mother
that there is nothing which more thor-
oughly crushes the joy out of life than to
be at variance with one we love. His wbolo
life was changed, and for a while he could
scarcely realize where or who he was.
Then, aa things gradually settled dowp
into shape, he became conscious of carry-
ing with him a dull, heavy feeling, that ef-
fectually prevented any gladness from ris-
ing in his heart.

It seemed as if a solid stone wall sepa-
rated him from his mother. He could not
pass it to go to her; she would not to come
to him. He could see her on the other side

see her with painful distinctness, as she
waited m her great loneliness, yearning for
the love that he had always; given her.
Her eyes haunted him. they were so s-u- l

and pleading. Ho felt that a man must bo a
brute to make his mother feel so, and yet
he could not help it. He would have been
tender and loving, if he only could, but
there was a great shadow between thm.
They were hopelessly estranged. He would
have said to her so gladly:

"Mother, come back to me. Let me love
you and forgive everything."

But this sho did not want-- She had no
wish to be forgiven. She demanded justifi-
cation and approval for what she bad done,
not pardon.

This trouble was crushing to her. She
bad lived a quiet, narrow life, with but one
interest her great, absorbing love for her
son. aud with but one aim to so influence
this son that he should love his father.
When, therefore, this was all taken from
her at one blow, she waa like one paralyzed.
She never thought of yielding one jot of
her loyalty to her husband. She would havo
died first. She did. nearly die. She grew
very pale and thin, and seemed to change
quite suddenly from a person of middle age
into a fragile old lady.

pho did not believe that Stuart wonld
ever be onovin heart with her again. She
gave up hope, and failed in health and
strength.

Stuart referred to his father but once.
Then he said

"Mother, I have written to the th
National Bank to ask about that affair."

She tnrned very pale, but did not speak.
He did not look at her.

VYoa," ho continued firmly., "it is my
right. I want to know nlL 1 must know!"

Sho rose, trembling in every limb.
"I cannot help what you do, Stuart" she

said, "I have no power over youauy longor.
But I want to tell you that it does not mat-
ter. If yon if the bank if the whole
world should call him guilty, I would not
believe it" i

' Then feebly, and yet with a certain sweet
ditntity, she left the room.

Stuart sprang to help her, for ehe seemed
very weak, but she waved him aside, and
would not let him touch her.

That very night a etrange thinghappened
to Stnart Dawson. Coming home in the
twilight, he met a young girl, who stepped
in front of him, and said the clear color
mounting into her face as she spoke

"It is so long since we have seen yoa, Mr,
Dawson. Have yon been away?"

"No, Miss Nora," be answered, hesitat-
ingly, "I I have not been very well."

They looked at each other awkwardly for
a moment, ami then she passed ou.

He was angry jwith himself in a minute
that he had not turned around and walked
with her. She bad always seemed to him
the nicest girl that he had ever known, but
now, since this trouble bad come to him, it
was as if be had forgotten her, orhad known
her in another life. He thought of her
though, constantly, after this meeting of
the sweet color in her face and the touch
of sympathy, in her voice.

In tho evening she seemed to draw him
to her. He dressed himself mechanically,
not seeming to realize why be was doing it;
then, in the same inert way, he walked to
her door. She did not seem surprised to
see him. It was as if she had known that
be would come.

After a little they wero left alone in the
drawing-room- , and then he could not have
told why he found himself telling her all
the cruel sorrow that had come to him. He
had not spoken of it to auy other person,
and it seemed now as if he told it without
any volition of his own.

She listened, bur face alive with sym pa-
th3'. Her sensliive mouth quivered a little
when he had finished, and thero were tears
in her eyes.

. "Oh. what can I say!" she cried. "I am
so sorry for you, so sorry."

. Stuart felt as though he had been talking
of some one else. Something had der.dened
the dull pain which he had carried for so
long so that he did not feel it.

"it must have been terrible," she said,
after a little, "X do not see how you have
borne it"

He had a confused seuse that ho did not
nnderstand what she was talking about.
He wanted to tell her that whatever it was
it did not matter. It dm not matter at all;
nothing mattered except that he must take
her band.

. He did not tell her this, but he looked
straight at her hand which waslyinginher
lap. Her dress was black, and her hand
looked small and white against it Every-
thing else in tho world was a blur but that
white hand lying next the black dress.
The moment when be could resist no longer
arrived. He leaned forward and clasped
it

She did not resist, bnt she looked at him
questioningly.

"Oh." she cried, "what are yon doing?"
"1 must." he answered gravely. He held

it for a few eeconds, then he raised ic to his
hps and kissed it

She struggled then until sho drew it
away, and her breath csme quickly.

He looked at her as if he had suddenly
awakened.

"I beg your pardon." he said. "I do not
know what I am doing; I think I must be
crazy."

They eyed each other in silence a si-
lence in which each seemed to read the
other's heart

He was the first to speak.
"I have no right" he said. . ..coherently;

"will you forgive me? 1 ought not to have
come but you have been so good to me. I
must leave you I ought to go. I want to
try to think."
. He rose as if with a great effort and stood
in front of her.

"Will you torsive me?" he asked. "I did
not mean to hurt you I""Good night," she said eimply. and then,
in a tone that was almost a whisper, she
added:

"You will come to see me again?''
Before abo had finished the blood rushed

furiously over her faco and neck. She
looked like one cangbt iu a tide against
which he vainly struggles.

Stuart leaned over her.
"Indeed I will." he answered softly, "in-

deed! will."
Out in the dark be tried to calm his

feverish thoughts. What was he doing?

impressions very slowly. It was quito a
littlo time before bo realized that it might
bo bis father, his loved and honored father,
of whom they were speaking. When ho did
realizo it a great wave of indignation swept
over him. He longed to rie and confront
these men. to hurl at tbem hot, bitter words
of anger and abuse, Put bo did not; be sat
still, and then his hands and feet seemed to
grow quite cold as he eaid over to himself
tho words that he bad just heard.

"Stuart Dawson!'' It was not a common
name. It was his father's name, tho name
that he had tried to bear pure and blame-
less for his dead father's sake.

After all, no one bad ever talked to him
about his father but his mother. He
realized it now for the first time. liut could
shethat sweet, saint-lik- e woman, have
deceived him all these. years? Oh. no!
His heart leaped with love and trust when
hothoncbt of his mother. He could have
laughed at the thought Of doubting her.
This was some ridiculous mistake, some
confusion of names, that was all. Ho
would not even grieve his mother by re-
peating to her what be had heard. He de-

termined to put it ali out of his rnfud, but
it was a vain determination. He found
himself brooding over it, and wondering if
such a thing were possible, liven when
his mind was fall of other things some-
thing weighed upon him and depressed
him. He returned to it again and again.
He tried resolutely to throw it otT. but it
was as impassible to evade as a fog ordark-nes- s.

It surrounded him quite against his
will. .......

He was glad to get through with his bus-
iness in New York and return to bis mother.
He had made np his mind now to tell her.
It seemed to him that it wonld bo a great
relief to see her look of scorn and disdain.
He could not expect that she would laugh
with him over it; but be thought that her
indignation, when ehe knew that the name
of her idol had been assailed, would be
very pleasant to see.

So. as he eat by the fire with his mother
after his first dinner at homo, he determined
to tell her.

He had been smoking, bat he tossed the
rttnup of his cigar into the grate and
leaned across and took her band.

It was a very littlo band, slight and thin.
The wedding-rin- g on it looked hardly large
enough for a child. He Htroked it softly.

"Mother," be began. T overheard aqueer
talk on the ears." He was surprised to find
that his voice trembled a little.

She looked at him, responsive and
interested.

"What was it, Stuart!"
"It was about me, or rather abont my

father. At any rate, it was the same name.
One man said that Stuart Daw&on was
cashier of the th National Bank twenty
years ago; that he stole forty thousand dol-
lars, and then killed himself."

He had tried to speak lightly, as if It were
almost a jo,ke, but his voice failod. -

There was silence in the room. His
mother did not answer him, or move, bnt
tho interested, expectant look faded from
her face and she grew very white.

"Mother!" he exclaimed, his voice sound-
ing harsh and unnatural, "why don't yoa
say something!"

lie held her small hand so tightly that it
must have hurt her. .

"Mother!" ho repeated, "speak! tell me
was it so!"

"No, Stuart," she eaid slowly, Tt was
not so."

Hut her words gave him no sense of
relief. Her whole manner was so different
from what he had expected that the tvrrible
doubt seemed to be crystallizing like ice
about his heart.

"Mother!'' he said sharply, "tell me the
truth abont my father!"

"1 do, Stnart," she said sadly. "I have
always told you the truth."

If he could, only have believed her! But
it was not like this that he had expected
her to deny it. Where were her surprise,
her indignation, her righteous wrathl

At least it was evident that he had not
told her a new story.

"Was my father the cashier of the th
National Bank!" he asked, trying to speak
very calmly. ,

"Yes. Stuart." .
The bands of ice closed in around his

heart. They were so palpable and tangible
that he could almost touch them.

"Did he tako $40,(XX)P
His breath camo short and fast, He had

risen and stood in front of her. looking di-
rectly at her.

She threw up her arms a little, and her
hands seemed 10 llutter feebly toward him.

"Oh, Stuart." she cried. "I will not have
you doubt him: he was the truest, noblest
man in the world!"

"Mother," he said.' sternly,' VyouM better
tell me tho truth, now."

She looked at him a second, and for the
first time in all his life, she felt his nature
antagonistic. .

"Tell me!" ho repeated, "did ho take forty
thousand dollars)"

"He did not take it, Stnart," she said
eagerly, "ho never touched a penny. It
was"

"Who?" he asked qnietly. -

"Oh, I do not know," she cried in a sort
of dumb despair; I never understood.- - Itwas all too horrible."

"Why was it not investigated!"
"It was that is. they were just begin-

ning, and then, oh, Stuart he died!"
"Died answer me, mother, did he kill'

himself f"
"No!" she almost shrieked; "No, Stnart,

no! He died in bis own bed. I was with
him. It was apoplexy. They brought him
home, and I was there. He did not know
me, but I never left him. Oh, 8tuart, you
are cruel, cruel, to say such things!"

She broke down completely and began to
sob. She rocked to and fro,, making a lit-
tle moaning sound.

He looked at her sadly, but he did not
offer to comfort her.

"So the investigation stopped with his
life!" ho asked. ,

"Yes," she said, between her sobs, "I
gave them all that I could, and they didn't
do anything more." ,

"You gave them" he repeated after her,
in amazement, "yoa gave them money! To
hush the matter up? Is that: what you
mean? Did you buy them otH"

Sho took her handkerchief from
her eyes, which seemed to dry
suddenly. as if tho indignation
which had arisen within her stop-
ped her tears.-- .

"Stuart." she said harshly, "yon are bis
son, but not even yoa shall talk like that.
1 gave them money all that I could spare
because I would not see his dear name
dragged through the mud and mire. I
knew be was innocent; why should I want
it proved! 1 was alone, and I could not
have homo the agony of . having him his
life, bis deeds, bis very thoughts, perhaps-pic- ked

to nieces and coldly criticised by
luen who bclioved that he might be guilty.
No, 1 saved his name from that, at least."

He looked at her coldly.
"A strange way to save it!" he exclaimed.

"If my father was innocent, all the investi-
gations in the world would not have hurt'
him. Ifhewasgmlty.it would have been
time enongh then to buy off his accusers,
as you tteem to have douc How much did
you give them!"

"Thirty thousand dollars."
"Why didn't you make np the whole

amount!" he asked bitterly.
"Because I could not I had to save a

little for 3'ou. You were his child. I bad
to educate you and take care of yon, as he
would have done." .

They looked at each other silently. Itwas the most miserable moment in Stuart
Dawson's life. Not only was ho fall of
shame for his father, whom he had so rev-
erenced and honored, but he felt that be
had been tricked, deceived aud played upon
by tho person whom he had most loved aud
trusted in the world.

He looked at ber, with her swoet, gentle
face, and thought how she had mace his
life one long lie,

"My GodP he gasped, "if there is a God!
is thero nothing true in the world!" ,

He was staggered and dazed by the blow,
and by the revelation of what seemed to
him bis mother's deceit. But you cannot
detach love, all in a moment, from the ob-i- ct

around which it has grown for years.
You must unclasp the tendrils one by one.
Should the object fall, love falls too, cling-
ing as it falls.

He loved his mother still: it was the habit
of his life. He longed to Hing himself be-
fore her and bury his face in her lap, and
be comforted. Then, with a great wave of
bitterness, tho thought came over him, that
never again could sho comfort him. He
could not trust her any more. He might
love her in a sad, blighted sort of way, und
be tender of her, for the old love's sake,
but tho sweet companionship that had
been the biggest part of his life, was over
forover.

Then it occurred to '.Mm suddenly that
she might have deceived herself. Perhaps
alio did not know what sho was doing. If
ho could wake her so the hideousneaa of
nil her lung deceit, sho wonld recoil from it
as be had done. Sho would be tilled with
remorse. Sho would beg hira to forgive her,
and though life would never bo quite the
same to thm. they might go on, at least to-
gether, aud not divided lroin each other,
a they were now.

"Do you see, mother," he said gently,

The fire was blazing .on the nuraety
hearth. There was a fender in front of it,
a high, old-fashion-

ed feeder, made of a
sort of Triro net-wor- k, painted green and
surmounted by a brass rod. On this fender
Lang tbo night-cloth-es of a littlo child.

The child himself, a littlo boy of about
four, stood at the hcarth-ru- s by his mother,
wbi w as undressing Lira.

- Sle was a slender little woman, with a
tweet, sad face. She woro a plain black
dress, and her yellow hair was half hidden
tinder a widow's cap.

The boy's loosened clothing fell in a little
heap on the dour. She lifted him to her
lap, and rubbed tbo plump little legs and
feet, which ho. stretched toward the fire,
kiting him, and talking to hiin all tho
time in that half-tende- r, half.foolish lan-
guage which falls so easily from a yonng
mother's tongue. Finally, when he had
been dressed again in his warm little night
clothes, he knelt by her kiiee and repeated
after her his little prayer:

(Jod bless papa and mamma' he said, in
conclusion, "and help rue to he a good boy."

hhe kissed him again when be had till-iehe- d.

and said:
"Now go and say pood-nig- ht to papa.1'
The child walked ncroaa tho room to a

large oil-painti- ng, which, resting upon a
low foot-stoo-l, leaned against the walk In
this position it was abont on a . level with
the child himself. It was the portrait of a
yonng and handsome man. with black hair
and eyes like those of the little child who
1need it. The boy went np to it and kissed
the painted lips.

'Good-nigh- t, dear papa." he said. Then
ho walked gravely back and reseated him-
self in his mother1! hip.

"Why doesn't papa eTer kiss me!T he
asked.

A gpasm of pain passed oyer the mother's
face. She bent her head down close to the
boy' carls and kissed them.

"Mamma mast do it for him now" she
said, "but he loves yon. Stnart, all the
time, ja3t as mneh aa I do."

"Can he see nieP
'Yes, darling, he aeoa yon and watches

OTeryou. You are his own littlo boy just
as mnch as yon ever were. He is sorry
when you are hnrt, and glad when yon are '

Aappv, jnst as mamma xk"
"What's an orphant" asked the child.

What!" said his mother, in a startled
tone.

"An orphan' repeated the child.
"Charley lirady called me that to-da-y. He
said 1 ws an orphan 'eauael didn't have any
iapa.butl toldhiml wasn't. 1 guess he's one
himself." he added, with the easy contempt
of childhood.

"An orphan. said his mother, putting
both arms around him. "is a child whose
mamma or papa dies, bnt yon hare mamma
on earth, darling, and papa in heaven. You
have a papa, you most never forget it. 1
will talk to yon, about him every day. Ke
was such a good, nbie man, and von are
going to grow np like him, Stuart. Von are
going to be the little boy he would be so

roni and glad to have. Do you rancin ber
iml". .

"1 don't frink 1 do," he answered.
Then holding him in ber arms, and rock-inghi- m,

she began to talk to him of his
father. She told him little stories, full of
descriptions of his looks, hia ways and
words. The child listened eagerly at first,
then his eyelids drooped heavily, and pres-
ently he was fast asleep.

She carried him into an adjoining bed-
room, and put him in her own bed. Then
she came back into the nursery, and stood
a few minutes by the tire, which was dying
away, tihe went over to the picture as the
child bad done, and knelt in front of it.
Her lips moved, and ehe seemed to be pray-
ing silently. After a little she said, softly:

"Oh, Stnart, Stuart, he shall know you
and love yon! I will not let yon pasa out
of your child's life. We will love yoa and
think cf yon together. 1 will keep you
with us, Stnart. my darling, my darling."' And so all through, his childhood, this
was the aim of Stnart Dawson's mother.
She kept ever before him the thnnght of a
loving, noble father, and the boy grew np
with a more vivid sense of the personality
Of his dead father than many children have
of their living parents.

Hia mother and he were always together.
She was his nnrse in childhood, his teacher
afterward, hid deare.it friend and compan-
ion always. The very love and reverence
which be bore to his unseen father was a
bond that bound him all tho more closely to
his mother, for she. of all the world, uuder-stoo- d

it. As be grew older she gave him. a
few at a time, his father's things; little
trinkets and keepsakes, not of great valne
to auy.one else, but sacred to these two. On
Lis twelfth birthday ehe gave him his fath-
er's watch; later, his father's books, and,
linally, bis desk, with tho pen and paper
that he had usee last.

"To be a good boy and please papa." was
the aim of fetuart Dawson's childhood. To
be an honest man and worthy to bear his
father's name was the ambition of hisyoung manhood.

He and hia mother were mnch alone, bnt
childhood accept its environments unquea-tioningl- y,

and it never occurred to him to
wonder at this. When he was twenty-on- e
his mother pet into his hands all of her
property. It was not mnch, but It had been
enough to take care of them comfortably,
and to give him an excellent edncation.
He and his mother even took a little trip
abroad after be left college, and travelers
who met or journeyed with them remem-
bered long afterwards the timid, gentle
little woman, always dressed in black, and
her tall handsome con, who gave her the
devotion of a lover.

But even in this trip they carried the
memory of the absent father with them.
Mrs. Dawson had gone abroad with her
husband soon after their marriage, and sho
revisited with Stuart everv spot hallowed
by those happy days. The trip was like a
series of pilgrimages to dltiercnt shrines.

To Stuart all theso reminiscences were
very sweet and sacrod. He was now nearly
as oid aa bis father was when he married,
tud he had a strong sense of cotnnanion-ihi- p

with this young, gallant father, stand-
ing npon the threshold of his life. '

When they came home Stuart went into
business, working hard and earnestly.

He was a quiet, reserved man, almost shy
in the presence of women, a man of deep
emotions, and of strung, but well-controll- ed

passions. He was a son of whom any
woman might be proud, honest, loyal andpure. Tho two deepest feelings of his
heart were a tender reverence for the name
and personality of his drad father, and a
love that was almost idolatry for the little
mother, who seemed dearer to him than
an v other woman could ever be.

The picture of his father hung higher on
the wall now, bnt the loyal little woman
could'stand before it. as she had done thatnight in the nursery years ago, and feel
that she had kept her vow. His son loved
him as few fathers are loved.

Stuart Dawson was in his twenty-fift- h
year, wbev one day he was suddenly sum-
moned by the senior member of his hrm,
and requested to go to New York at once
and attend to some business complications
that had arisen there. He had only about
two hours in which to get ready.

Ihe rushed home, told his mother and ate
a hasty luncheon, while she packed hisbag. fhen he kissed her very tenderly,
and telling her that he would
write, and when to exoect him
home. he ran down the steps,
turning to look back as he went np thestreet. She was standing in tho window
ai he knew she would be. a little, slender,
black figure outlined against the white
curtains. Ho smiled back at hex and
waved his hand.

There were no drawing-roo- m cars in the
train which he had chosen, and the seat
which ho at first took wae. he discovered
later, on the sunny side of the car. So
leaving his bag in the little rack over-
head, he seated himself across the way.
At the first station two men entered and
took the seat directly in front of him.
Stuart had hnished his newspaper and was
kaniui back half drowsily when he was
surprised to hear his own na r mentioned.

"Stuart Dawson,'' said ov . the men,
"that's the uame ou that ;t; aver there,
and. Komehow it sounds vt. familiar. Imust have known that mar r "me where."

VStuart Dawson!" hisco.t.tinionreneated,
"why, that wan the uan e of t so cashier of
tho th National Han' in New York,
dou'tyou knowf Hi accounts were $10,000
short, and he shot himself, 1 believe. Itwas over twenty years ago, but I was with
Baldwin &. Co. at the time, and happened
to know all about it."

"Yes," said his friend, ul remember now.Strang. in't it. bow many men in that po-
sition do that thing! The eight of money
fccems to bo to them like tho smell ofwhuicr to a drunkard; they can't help tak- -
in git."

Stuart Dawon aat perfectly stilL It did
notieem possible at lirst that their talk
could have any reference to him. His brain
crvcjci to become so numb that he received

An Awakening.
A book of mine at auction! There it Iff,

Nanjed in the catalojrue. By Jove! I'll go
Down to the sale, If 1 can leave my Liz,

And hear iny brain-wor- k bid upon, and so

Giro treat unto my vanity. Til see
How hiph the optimttion people place

Upon the little volume writ by mo.
I hope my blushes will net bum my face.

I kept my resolution. Yes, I did.
And, oh, how amrr am i now I went!

Upon iny work there came a rincle bid.
'Twas mice. I got the book. The taxone

cent.
Carlyle Smith, In Harper's Magazine.

Ills Ideal Man.
Earn Jones, in a Iterent Sermon.

My ideal of a man is John the Paptist.
who jumped on a king and stomped tbo very
feathers out of him. When he was put in
jail be paid ho would btay there until the
ants carried him out through tho key-hol- e

More ho would modify anything that ho
had said. . t '

Couldn't Measure It.

"How long was Bronson's speech!"
T don't know. 1 didn't have my gas-met- er

with zne."

lieaut'.ful Christian Sentiment
Atlanta ConstltuUon.

Iter. Sam Jones, in ft sennon to the col-
ored peonlo at Fort Worth. Tex., the other
day, said: "When a colored man gets a lit-
tle education be does one of three things-- he

goes to preaching, teaching , or to tho
hain-gang.- "

x know wnat uod iiueir. must ne.
Whittler.

Millennium Failed to Materialise.
Kansas City JonrnaL , .

But unless the signs fail the interstate-commerc- e
law, which was heralded with


